any other attire. Such clothing made a piti-
ful scarecrow of Natasha, but this only brought
out the attractiveness of her face. From the
rust-coloured aureole of a tattered, soiled
shawl there looked out, not so much a face,
as the highest embodiment of innocence,
purity, and a kind of childlike smiling confi-
dence. Natasha never pulled faces, never
expressed anger, indignation, suspicion, or
grief. All she could do was to listen earnestly,
her thick black lashes quivering almost
imperceptibly the while, or to smile frankly
and attentively, showing delightful small
teeth, with one of the front ones slightly
awry.

Natasha always came to the colony with
a flock of girls, and was conspicuous against
the affected boistcrousriess of this background
by her simple, childlike reserve and good
spirits.

Chobot invariably went to moot her;
sitting glumly beside her on a bench, he was
unable to embarrass her, or make any change
in her inner life. I could riot beliovo that
this child was capable of loving Chobot, but
the boys contradicted me in unison:

"Who? Natasha? Why, she'd go through
fire and water for Chobot, without a moment's
hesitation!"

As a matter of fact we did not have much
time to indulge in love affairs just then.
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